SCANDINAVIAN   AMERICANS

had not drained his glass, but was sipping it. Our host
shouted, "August is a baby again! He sits there
sucking." Mrs Arvetson, our hostess in the back-
ground, brought me a glass of ice-water. A mountain
of a man said, " Poor fellow, where did you get that
disease that you have to drink water? I don't want to
go there! With me it is opposite. My life is devoted
to the conservation of water! "

Meurling whispered that the big man was hydraulic
conservation engineer for the State of Minnesota, an
international authority, one of the best, but that he
sometimes drank too much, that his wife and best
friends gave him hell about it.

They were up again, with refilled glasses, singing a
rondo in Swedish wiiich Peterson translated for me:

The first drink has gone round, tra, la, la!
He who didn't drink it doesn't get the second.
The second drink goes round, tra, la, la!
He who doesn't drink it doesn't get the third.

They ate more fish, piled high, and then came big
hot plates from the kitchen with beef-and-kidney stew,
potatoes, and rich gravy . . . still no sign of crayfish.

After a while, towards midnight, they were singing:

He who doesn't drink the thirteenth, tra, la, la, la, la,
Doesn't get the fourteenth drink. ...

And they were also singing one about how it (potato
whisky) " curls itself warmly round the heart, like the
tail of a pig."

Swedes all, they were entertaining me with jokes
about Swedes I wouldn't dare to print, and worse ones
about the Norwegians. A Swede and a Norwegian are
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